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| Tus Author of the two following Poems cannot boaſt of 
the advantages of education, or the endowments of litera- 


ture. In the humble ſphere of life in which he has been 
deſtined to move, learning is far en the reach of his 
ability or leiſure. | 


To paſs a few idle honrs, when not engaged in the 
labours of the Loom, and to amuſe a ſmall circle of ac- 
quaintances, were his ſole inducements to attempt theſe 
verſes. They are now offered to the Public, with diffidence 
and reſpect. The Author is conſcious that they appear 
under many diſadvantages. But he truſts to the candour 
and good nature of the Public; and ſhould they aſſign to 
him a ſmall portion of that merit which diſtinguiſhed his 
illuſtrious predeceſſor of the fame name, his higheſt ambi- 
tion will be gratified. At the ſame time the Public voice 
will determine, whether he ſhall again appear before their 


tribunal. 


Though doom'd by Fortune to the Loom, 
And time deny'd bock-ſhelves to toom, 
Wild warbling fancy, full in bloom, 

Now ſpreads her wing, 
And burnies, ſelvag d a' wi” broom, 
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P ASSING ſtranger ponder here, 
Grandeur's ruins claim a tear; 
View in me thy coming fate, 
Arm'd deſtruction ſoon or late 
Down thy frame will lay as low; 
Warn'd—prepare to meet the blow. 


Life's a truly chequer'd ſcene, 

Gricf and joy alternate reign, — 
None are ever truly bleſt, 

Toil and care attend the beſt. 


Youth and love may friſk and toy, 
Taſte the brimming cup of joy; 
But ſuſpicion's urging doubt, 
Stern, forbids to lip it out. 


Soon will manhood's riper age | 
Vacant thoughts and time engage; 3 
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A world's intruding needful care, 
Maxims, future life to ſquare, 
Take poſſeſſion of the ſoul, 
Pleaſure's ſofter ſway controul. 


Think not ſons of wealth alone 

Call true happineſs their own; 

Or that ſons of want and care 
Ne' er enjoy of bliſs a ſhare, 
| While through life they mourning go, 
3 Preſt with ſorrow, toil and woe, 
= Hope to anchor ſafe in heaven, 
| Gilds their ſpan, while tempeſt driven; 
| Vu.rtue bright her ſtandard rears, 
=. Future joy their mis'ry cheers. 


Humbler ſtations never fcorn, 
Keep thy diſtance, ſhew thy power, 
Man to bleſs, but not devour, 
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| | Princely, noble, art thou born? 
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1 ls it to thy glory told ; 
| Thou haſt been in danger bold? 

| Know my heroesgwere the ſame, 
| | Patterns of illuſtrious fame. 


Here the warriors praiſe was ſung, 
Here the deep ton'd harp was ſtrung, 

Here the virgin's bluſhing charms 

Yielded to the brave in arms; 

But nor beauteous nor brave 


Claim exemption from the grave. 


If fair ſcience on thee ſmile, 
Self-rewarding ſtudious toil, 
Caſt not à diſdainful eye 

On the hind that paſſes by: 
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Feelings ſtrong may warm his heart: 
Feelings he can ne'er impart. 
Smooth his life may flow, ſerene, 
Guiltleſs, pure without a ſtam. 

If in life's more narrow vale. ; 
Bounteous heaven hath mark'd thy ſcale, 
Thank thy God for what he's lent, 
Happy ſtill, and ſtill content. 


Nature's common gifts are thine, 
Let not thankleſs Pride repine; 
Love and Friendſhip's ſacred ties, 
Vital air, indulgent ſkies, 

To the peaſant and his lord 
Equal bliſs and health afford. 


Stranger! go—be Virtue's friend, 
Moralize on Cadzow's ruin 
Keep in view thy latter end, 
Bliſs beyond the grave purſuing, 
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O Avon round thy rocky ſtream 
With many a weary ſtep I ſtray; 
Nor chear'd by Phœbus' vernal beam 
Grief pines my gloomy ſoul away. 
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Thy lofty fwelling banks I view 

Adorn'd with geen- trees bloſſom'd white; 

Thy birks all bath'd in morning dew, 
Alas! they yield me no delight. 


III. 


Thy winding walks, the happy ſcencs 
Of my exulting raptur'd youth, / / 
Ere while I knew Woe's ſharpeſt pains, 
Ere while I doubted Peggy's truth. 


IV. 
_ *Twas then my every thought was love, 
Fame's airy trump I valued not; 


"Twas then no wealth my ſoul could * 
Nor envy ſour my peaceful cot. 


V. 


But ah! how rueful now the change! 

* How ſolemn ſad beneath theſe boughs! 

Where happy, happy, we did range, 
And mutual breath'd ſineereſt vows. 


Thou · ruinꝰd caſtle * ivy-bound 

| Where ſtoried ghoſts terrific cry; . | 
| q Thy ſhapeleſs form, their dreary ſound 
Accord with wretches ſuch as I. 


* Cadzow, near Hamilton, 


The tumbling torrents boiling roar, 
The winter-ſhrouded lifeleſs trees, 

The nipping froſts mildewing hoar, 
My ſad deſponding fancy pleaſe: 


VIII. 


Joy's mortal bane, falſe womankind! 
For you on Avon's banks I'll mourn; 
Nor ſoothing ſolace hope to find, 
But in the filent peaceful urn. 
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VERSES WRITTEN IN THE HIGH CHURCH 
YARD, GLASGOW, WHERE THE AUTHOR 
NOW LIES. 
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G RIEVE not ye wiſe, though in this yard 
Some hundred thouſands li; 
The juſt inherit their reward, 
Are happieſt when they die. 0 


II. 


When wicked men to graves deſcend 
No more they'll plague mankind; 

On earth that life ſhould never end 

Mas ne&er by heaven deſign'd. 


III. 


Suppoſing this terraqueous globe | 

All form'd of ſolid land; _ 2 
1 If none had died, ere now we would . 
[58 Have wanted room to ſtand. | 
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3 We in the other world ml reap 
3 As in this life we ſows; 4 


1 Be virtuous if ye would eſcape 
The pang of future woe. 
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on jarring creeds let ſchoolmen plode; 
| Who ſeldom truth diſplay. 
Do pou th' internal voice of God 
Your conſcience ſtill obey. | * 71 
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| Tur world's a book, writ by th' eternal art 
Of the great Author; printed on man's heart: 
Tis falſely printed, tho divinely penn'd; 
And un eee at th end 


— ˙ r 
Sp 2 
4 ® F * 2 A 
- % 3 8 
» » N — v3 4 * * 70 


